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Author's Notes: 
Of course, none of this has ever happened. 


Gary "Geddy" Weinrib's pale hands shook as he placed the phone receiver back on the cradle. He didn't expect 
many responses to his classified ad, most people looking for a roommate were students seeking another young 
person to live with, not a never-married boring old grocery store manager on the verge of qualifying as a 


pensioner. 


Nonetheless he thought he could use the extra income and the company of another human and so he took his 
chances and paid for an ad to run the space of two weeks in the local paper. As much as he loved his spaniel 

Cygnus, using him as his main source for conversation was becoming a bit too one-sided for Geddy’s liking and 
he began to think he'd like to add another person to a social circle that consisted primarily of his mother and 

siblings. 


He wasn't too picky about who moved in though he did hope his ad wouldn't attract any overtly chatty female 


college students with an affinity for overloading their person with cheap perfumes, or somebody with a 


penchant for cooking too many fish dishes as his extrusive nose was very sensitive and he was prone to 
headaches and allergies if around strong smells for too long. 


He hoped to find a person with an appreciation for baseball and reading, perhaps another amateur wine 
enthusiast to help him go through his humble collection and maybe even help pitch in for the pricier over 
$40.00 bottles that sometimes put a pinch on his wallet. He also hoped his new roommate would provide an 
excuse for him to try the more elaborate dishes he sometimes dreamt of cooking but believed were a waste 
for just one person, but Geddy was wise enough to realize that he was placing an ad for a roommate, and not 


a romantic partner. 


He let his hand linger on the receiver for a moment longer until it began to rattle in the cradle from the slight 
nervous shaking coursing through his body and then walked to the couch and plopped down on the middle 
cushion to collect himself, Cygnus, always within two inches away, jumped onto the couch and curled up next to 


his thigh. 

In attempt to lower his anxiety he turned up the volume on the television, the first Blue Jays game of the 
season was about to begin. Geddy would have loved to be there but found the suitable tickets to be too pricey 
and always felt a bit too anxious walking around the large stadium alone and among the large crowd. He rested 
his right hand on his faithful companion's soft furry head and took a deep breath as “Fight The Good Fight" 
wafted through the television speakers and Rik Emmett of Canada's biggest rock band, Triumph, walked onto 
the field to throw out the first pitch. Triumph had been getting a lot of publicity lately for some sort of 
American musical museum or something that they were going to be exhibited in and had been doing the 
rounds. 

Geddy rolled his eyes. 

"Really Canada, is that the best we can do musically?" 


He ran his fingers through his dark gray and silver shoulder-length hair until he felt the wrinkles in his 
forehead tighten and temporarily smooth out. 


Then he tilted his head back, closed his eyes and in his mind he replayed the phone call he had just taken 
"Hello?" 

"Hi, I'm calling about the room." A gentle and polite male voice said on the other line. 

‘It's still available, would you like to come view it?" 

‘It says here it includes utilities, you're including Internet in that as well, eh?" 


"Yes, all included. Can you tell me more about yourself?" 


There had been a familiarity in the callers voice that he couldn't quite place.. 
"Well, the soon-to-be ex-wife and | weren't quite making it so she got the house. l'm 59 and work as plumber, | 
took over my dad's business awhile back, we're doing alright | suppose. I'd like a place where my boys can visit 


on the weekend, they are grown now but | do have grandsons and occasionally they visit” 


Geddy's mind went elsewhere for a moment as he started to push the tip of his tongue through the gap in his 
upper front teeth as he often did when concentrating on something deeply. 


His brain began to flood with dusty old memories he thought had long been buried. Memories of swirls of 
cigarette smoke escaping heart-shaped lips, baby blue eyes, two sets of young trembling hands touching and 
exploring skin, the heart-shaped lips on his for hours at a time, the sound of their stubble scraping against 
each other's faces, the burning tears in his eyes the first time he let him inside, and the blinding tears in his 


eyes as he watched him drive off forever to live with his pregnant girlfriend. 


Somewhere, deep down inside, Geddy felt the remnant of his younger self content with the knowledge that the 


marriage had failed. 

"Hello? Hello? Are you still there?" Alex asked. 

Geddy snapped back into reality. 

"Yeah, still here, bad connection, sorry about that. Anyway, your boys and your grandsons are welcome over 
as long as they behave. | just don't want any interference when I'm watching my baseball games. First and last 
month's rent is required as well as a small security deposit. Anything else | can answer for you?" 

"No, that sounds acceptable. When can | come see the place?" 

"What works best for you?" 

‘| get off early tomorrow, ‘round 4 if that's alright 

"That'll do." 

"Say, what did you say your name was?" 

| didn't. My name is.. It's G-G-, its Gary." 


"Alright Gary, so I'll see you tomorrow then, I'm Alex by the way." 


Geddy smacked himself on the forehead while mentally chiding himself for forgetting to ask the caller's name. 
But he hated asking questions when he already knew the answer. 


"Sounds good, Alex." 
And with that, Alex was gone again. 


Until tomorrow anyway. 


The Daily Grind 


Gary "Geddy" Lee Weinrib begins each day of his life promptly at 5:00 am. Upon waking he will perform simple 
stretches by the side of his bed to loosen up and get his blood flowing before dressing in his training pants 
and an old t-shirt and lacing up his worn and dirty running shoes to take Cygnus for a jog around their 
neighborhood, with exception allowed for snowy weather. Upon returning to his house he will pick up his daily 
copy of the Toronto Star from the driveway that has been delivered while he and his canine were taking their 
morning exercise. His coffee maker is timed to go off every morning at 5:55 am and will have exactly 5 cups 


of coffee brewed for him by 6:00 am. 


After feeding Cygnus breakfast Geddy usually likes to choose between plain oatmeal, organic granola, or 
shredded wheat. He is lactose intolerant so vanilla almond milk will be used in place of cow's milk, a piece of 
fruit will accompany his cereal of choice as well as his men's 50+ multiple vitamin and his first cup of black 
coffee. Upon sitting down all sections of the Star will immediately be placed to the side with the exception of 
the sports section, the only one that matters during baseball season. During the offseason the exact opposite 
will occur and he will actually bother to read some news. 


He'll pour his second cup of coffee and drink it while he washes his cereal bowl and spoon. On the way out of 
the kitchen he will scoop up the newspaper from the dining room table and dump it into the recycle bin next to 
the trash, then he'll head to the bathroom, put his sweaty clothes in the hamper, get in the shower and wet 
his hair. His hair is mostly a disaster to care for, a tangled mess of curls on a dry scalp that needs taming so 
he uses a gentle dandruff shampoo which gets rid of most of the flakes, and a moisturizing conditioner, he 
exfoliates his face, washes his body, rinses his hair, and gets out to dry. After brushing his hair and applying 
a leave-in conditioner, he will wipe the steam from the mirror, shave his face, and brush his teeth. He never 
spends more time looking in the mirror than he has to and has never been known for his self-esteem. Once he 
had the unfortunate experience of hearing two bagging clerks that would both eventually become high school 


dropouts discussing his appearance in the break room while on his way to the office to clock-out. 
"He kind of looks like an old witch from the side with that nose and that pointy chin, eh?" 


"Yeah and those glasses and long hair aren't helping him, poor ugly bastard. No wonder he's never been 


married." 

"He could get his teeth fixed but it wouldn't help, well, maybe a little but not much." 

"| bet he's still a virgin too, and what is he, like 45 now?" 

The next day when Geddy arrived to work, he had cut his hair. 

Unfortunately for Geddy he was never around the break room when some of the the ladies would whisper 


about how beautiful they thought his eyes were, or that they loved his soft-spoken voice, or the gracefulness 
of his hands when he typed at the registers, arranged produce, stocked the shelves, or counted the tills. He 


never heard the compliments about the shape his body was in, or the waves and curls of his hair. He never 
heard the quiet discussions about how intelligent they found him or how sexy some of them thought he looked 
on his days off when they'd see him around town in his jeans and Converse. He never heard the lo-year-old 
stock assistant tell another that she hoped she'd find a husband like him someday, nor did he notice the 
sparkle that the gay 32-year-old part-time cashier would get in his eye whenever he saw him. 


After using the toilet he hangs his towel up neatly to dry and goes to his room to finish his morning ritual, 
choosing from one of three different pairs of glasses - the only thing he splurges on for his appearance - the 
round with green tint, the blue tint, or the tortoise shell with grey tint. Only at home does he wear the clear 
pair that do not obstruct his eyes. 


If he is working during the week he will wear a uniform consisting of black pants with a white button-down 
shirt and the standard-issue blue and yellow polka-dot Morningside Market tie. When working on the weekends 
he is allowed casual black or khaki pants and a charcoal grey polo shirt. 

Before leaving his home Geddy pours the remaining 3 cups of coffee into his thermos. He will not pack a lunch 
since he works at a market where all fresh foods from the deli are 20% off with his employee discount. Then 
he will get into his black Volkswagen Golf Wagon between 6:30 and 6:45 am - depending on the weather - and 
arrive at Morningside Market to clock-in at exactly 1:00 am. During warmer months he will sometimes opt to 
ride his bicycle to work instead, especially if his body starts to feel slightly softer than he'd like it to be. 

He is a man that takes pride in his dependability and timeliness, hence the reason he was promoted from 
bagging clerk to head cashier within six months. One year later, after his Ith birthday, he became head of the 
produce department and was surrounded by vegetables and fruits all day, the fruit part he thought very 
ironic considering his boyfriend had just left him a couple of years ago. 

Geddy was a fruit. 

A faggot. 

A queer. 

A fairy. 

A disgrace. 

A failure. 

Society reminded him every day. 


The lines he carved into his wrists after Alex left him for Charlene reminded him every day. 


The earlier years when his mother couldn't have him in her house reminded him every day. 


It wasn't so bad now that he was older and the world became more accepting, he learned to live with what he 
was, and his family did as well to an extent, as long as he wasn't “acting upon his urges’. Besides, being alone 


was a better option than a possible repeat of the pain he suffered as a younger mon. 


Upon entering the store he sets to his work, which changes on a day-to-day basis depending on what the 
needs of the business are, but Geddy has a system for everything, and keeps all things under control and 
moving steadily along. That is why he is now the manager, with only one other person - the original owner's 
son - to answer to. his office is neat and tidy, he knows where all things are and has quick access to his 


ordering and inventory systems, employee time cards, training and safety manuals, etc.. 


His work day is scheduled to end at 4 pm but he only leaves at that time if all of his work is done. Once he 
does leave he will drive straight home and take Cygnus for a walk around the block and then turn on the 
television if a baseball game is on. If not, he'll sit on the couch and read a book from his ever-growing book 


collection, or sit out on the porch with a glass of wine if the weather is warm enough. If it is Friday he wil 


buy Challah from the bakery and bring it to his mother's house for Shabbat. 


On days off his routine is not much more varied. He runs errands, sometimes goes to Chapters bookstore for 
some new titles, does the laundry, and goes to the other Morningside Market location by Bridle Path to do his 
grocery shopping in peace. 


At dinnertime he'll feed Cygnus and then himself, sometimes he cooks enough soup to last through the week 
and brings home fresh bread from the market bakery. Other times he may eat a pre-made sandwich from 
the deli, or scramble some eggs, lox, salami, and onions just like his father used to make, with a side of rye. 


Once every other Friday, when he gets paid, he may drive to a local deli for a pastrami sandwich. 


As night settles in Cygnus will be given a piece of rawhide for his teeth and Geddy will head to the bathroom 
for his own dental hygiene to floss and brush and to splash his face with cold water. If it is cold he will bundle 
up in flannel pajamas and turn on his electric blanket. During warmer months he'll sleep in the nude, allowing 


himself to enjoy the breeze the wafts though his window, and he'll think of Alex and wonder what he's doing. 


But right before bed he makes sure all of the dishes are washed and put away and then he fills his coffee 
maker with Tim Horton's Fine Grind coffee from the can for his 5 cups of coffee in the morning, lays out his 


running clothes for the morning, says goodnight to Cygnus, and goes to sleep. 


No Hero In Your Tragedy 


Author's Notes: 


I've seen other authors leave \"trigger warnings\". There is a brief mention of a suicide attempt here. 


The morning after Alex called about the room Geddy did not get up when his alarm rang, he ignored it and 
went back to sleep next to the pile of snot and tear filled tissues on the empty side of the bed. He didn't wake 
when Cygnus pawed at the side of the mattress to be let outside, nor did he wake when the pup created a 
mess on the living room floor. His coffee maker turned on at exactly 5:55 am and made exactly 5 cups of 
coffee, which sat and became stale. It wasn't until the owner of Morningside, also his supervisor, called on the 
third attempt, that he woke. 

Geddy reached for the phone and wiped the string of drool trailing from the side of his mouth to his pillow. 
"Hello?" 

"Ged, its Mike, are you ok?" 

"Ehhhhhh, l'm sick" Geddy responded and hoped the faux groan he let out was convincing. 

"We were just worried about you, its not like you to not call or not show up? Do you need anything?" 


"No lma gonna be alright, just need rest" 


"Yeah, sounds like you do. Well, if you don't get better give me a call tonight so | can approve the weekly 
orders for your departments.” 


"Okay." 

"Feel better." 

He did not get up and stretch by the side of the bed that morning. Instead he got up, sat on the edge and 
blindly groped for his glasses while wearing his winter pajamas. He always got so cold after he cried, especially 


after an episode like the one he had the night before. 


He let his puffy swollen eyes adjust to the light and just sat for a moment feeling as if every ounce of energy 


had been drained out of him. Turning his forearm he looked down and traced the fine silvery line that he had 
once cut into his wrist, then he turned the other arm and did the same. Lucky for him nobody ever really 
noticed him closely enough to see the scars, and time had helped them fade. Daily he wore a watch on his left 
wrist and one of a few beaded bracelets that his brother brought him after a trip to Kenya on his right. 


He stood up and went to go use the bathroom, without the steam from the shower to cover the mirror he 
got a good look at himself. His hair looked like he had been jolted by an electrical socket, and his flannel plaid 
pajamas were a size too big on his shorter, lean body, his dark grey and brown stubble stood out in contrast 


to the hair on his head which was mostly dark grey by now. 


He allowed himself one good look in the mirror, at his swollen puffy eyelids and the deep wrinkles in his 
forehead. He traced the bridge of his impressive nose with his fingertip, down to his lips, which had become 
thinner as he aged, he took note of the vein in the middle of his forehead bulging under his pale skin 


"Gaaarrryyy". He said in a nasally voice to his reflection then turned away with a disgusted snort. 


He smelled it before he even walked into the living room, the present that Cygnus had left for him on the 
floor. The dog was nowhere to be found, probably cowering somewhere, he knew his human did not like messes 
of any kind. On the way to the kitchen Geddy closed all of the curtains and lowered all of the blinds on each 
window he passed. He took out a spray bottle of cleaner and some paper towel to go clean up what Cygnus had 


done and disposed of it in the trash, then emptied his 5 cups of stale coffee into the sink. 
He went back to the living room and sat down on the couch as his mind started to spin 


Nearly 4 years ago Alex had left him. It had been 4 decades, approximately 14,800 days of life had passed 
since then - not that he was counting. That should be enough time to heal shouldn't it? To stop feeling the 
hollow ache of missing a vital piece of one's self? He had tried, honestly he had. And he knew how pathetic he 


was for still pining over his first love from high school. 


At 23 he dated a closeted 25-year-old bartender for three years that ended up cheating on him with an older, 
wealthier gym and nightclub owner. At 34 he met a nice 48-year-old that thoroughly enjoyed everything 
about Geddy, from his intellect and wit, to all of his physical traits, to the way he performed in bed. Geddy fell 
in love with him but the issue was that he couldn't believe somebody would love him back. Eventually, though 
it broke his heart to do so, his partner left him after six years, unable to carry on with someone that 
couldn't fully accept his love. 


Geddy was a slow healer but he resolved to try again, next time with a woman. He became excited over the 


fact that he could please his family if he settled down with a nice girl and maybe had a couple of children 


And so at 4b he hired a 3l-year-old history student as a part-time cashier when he was the front-end 
manager. He didn't notice much about her at first, until they began to converse and then he started to find 
her very pretty. Eventually he changed his schedule to work when she was around and found that he enjoyed 


her company and she his. She introduced him to French wines and cooking. One night he invited her over for 


dinner and she kissed him and it wasn't so bad. Awkwardly his hands found his way up her shirt and under her 
bra and he discovered that he actually enjoyed breasts quite a bit, massaging, tasting, touching, and the 
hardening nipple under his wet tongue. He loved her curves and the softness of her skin and imagined her belly 
growing round and full with his children When he took her to bed he never told her that it was his first time. 
Instead he took his time, exploring the body of a woman, touching her where he thought she might like it best. 
He loved being inside of her and watching her get lost in the pleasure of having him. He loved the way she 


tightened up around him, called out his name and buried her face in his long hair when she came. 

She worshipped him and would kiss the scars on his wrist, never asking him why but letting him know she 
understood, and for the first time since Alex he truly felt loved. When he worked long days of double shifts 
managing the front-end and stocking back in the store room she'd go to his house, light candles, and hand him 
a glass of wine as soon as he walked in the door, feed him a light dinner and ask him to lay down naked on the 


bed after his shower so that she could massage his aching tired body to sleep. 


One night he didn't fall asleep and he heard her whisper to him what she always whispered to him before 
kissing the top of his ear and laying down next to him to sleep. 


‘| love you my beautiful Geddy, | love you so much, goodnight." 

"Marry me." 

She stilled over him for a moment. 

"Please?" he quietly begged her, on the verge of an anxiety attack. 

"Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes!" she responded. 

And for awhile he forgot of Alex and his past and the men that had hurt him before. And for awhile he 
ignored the slight gnawing in the pit of his stomach that told him he was only close, but not there yet, to 
being with the other half of himself. But who else would love him? Who else could it possibly be? 

Alex slowly crept back up into his thoughts, and into his heart. 

He crept up into Geddy's line of vision when he kissed her. He crept up next to him when he was watching 
baseball on the couch with her. When the nights were warm and their bodies would sweat from the friction of 


their skin Alex's scent would consume the sheets, her body, and Geddy's skin, until the room was permeated. 


The tragic end to his hope at normalcy ended the night her body became Alex's and her name became Alex's, 


when he came inside of her and said his name over and over and over and over until his throat went raw. 


He didn't realize his mistake until her body stilled underneath him and tears spilled from her as if her eyes 


were rain clouds. 


She didn't show up for work the next day, or the day after, or the day after that, and in his crippling 
humiliation Geddy could never find the nerve to look for her. 


Slowly he gave up on his visions of her rounded pregnant belly, and what she would look like when they got old 
as she cooked for their grandchildren Eventually he forgot her smile and her scent as well 


And at night he held his pillow like a lover and said goodnight to Alex in the darkness of his empty room. 


What Can Go Wrong... 


Author's Notes: 
I\ve had one of these days, or two.. 


Even though Geddy felt as if time had stopped, almost as if he could will it to stop, it did not. 

The earth continued onward in rotation, his daily copy of the Toronto Star sat in his driveway unread, getting 
dried and yellowed by the sun, and all of the clocks in the house betrayed him by moving forward just as they 
were set to do. 

Time never stopped for him when he needed it to. 

ll am passed. 

| pm.. 

2 pm.. 

Alex was due in two hours. 

Geddy didn't have the energy for his well-deserved anxiety attack and he didn't have any more tears left to 
cry. He started to think that at 59, maybe he should listen to his mother and seek professional help. But for 


what? This was just a speed bump. He would get over it and go back to being in control of his life, his job, and 


his personal space. 

He hated change. 

At 2:30 pm he had a sudden burst of energy. 

Fuck Alex. 

"Yeah, fuck him!" Geddy said out loud to an empty living room. 

The person responsible for shattering him to pieces and causing him to simultaneously lose his best friend and 
lover at once was coming over. Did he want to be an unshaven, sweaty, pathetic loser in pajamas that made 


him look like a little boy wearing his father's flannel, or did he want to get it together? 


Geddy got up from the couch where he had been lounging, crying, and sleeping while sitting up for the past six 


hours, waited for the stiffness in his neck to subside and stood up. And not realizing how much his legs were 


asleep, promptly fell to the floor on his hands and knees. 


"Fuck!" He screamed as the majority of the shock was absorbed by his bad left knee, which no longer sat on 
the socket as it should. He really needed to stop postponing the surgery he knew he needed for it. 


He stayed on his hands and knees for a moment, cursing his pathetic state as Cygnus ran up from the 
basement, nails tapping against the hardwood floor, and started to lick Geddy's nose. 


He gave the old pup a small smile and a pat on the head. 


"Thanks boy." He said before attempting to stand up again, mentally damming his aging body in the process as 
the sensation of pins and needles shot through his legs. 


He turned around to the couch and cleaned up the pile of used tissues that had accumulated on the empty 
cushion next to where he had been sitting and then fluffed up the dark brown leather-covered cushions. 
Walking back to the kitchen to throw the tissues out he opened up the curtains and blinds he had previously 


shut as well as the windows to let fresh air in. 


He didn't have much to clean since his home was always immaculate so he went about tidying some of the 
framed black and white photographs hanging around the house that he himself had taken around Toronto and 
straightened up the modest signed baseball collection he kept on the tall dark wood bookshelves that lined the 


entire North wall of the living room. 


Cygnus trailed behind him while he went to his bedroom to make the bed and clear the tissues that had 
collected on the empty side. He opened up the windows in his room to let it air out before going to the quest 
bedroom to check on its condition The extra room was clean and modest and always ready for company if a 
niece or nephew wanted to stay over. A double bed dressed in coffee cream colored sheets, pillowcases, and 
comforter, two maple-stained rightstands, a matching dresser, and a IT" television/VHS combo circa 1994 that 
he had kept after buying his first flat-screen and DVD player for the living room were the only items that 
Geddy kept in the spare room as furnishings, a few frames containing four baseball cards from 1953 each 
decorated the wall space above the bed. 


Geddy walked over to the double-doored closet, which he had been using as storage, and let out an agonized 
sigh as his hand gripped the left door-knob. He didn't know why he tortured himself by keeping the things he 
did in there, but he did, always telling himself that when he was ready to let go, he would. 

"Geddy, why don't you donate these things?" His mother always asked him. 

"You could help people that really need those things Geddy, just let them go already." 


"Someday Mama." Would be his response. 


She finally stopped mentioning it to him after five years. 


That was eight years ago. 


He opened the door and was hit by a dusty, musky scent. A white garment bag with her wedding dress hung to 
the right. She had kept it at his house, not wanting to keep it in the room she shared with her college 
roommate. Next to it on the floor a never-opened box containing a crib that needed to be assembled rested on 
top of another box for a changing table on top of a box for a small dresser. Above the boxes a slightly faded 


and dusty gender-neutral mobile of circus animals hung from the closet bar. 


As soon as he had proposed they started trying to start a family. The hell with tradition he thought, he was 
already in his mid-forties, and she was in her thirties and almost done with graduate school when they had 


become engaged. The spare room was supposed to be the rursery. 
Another thing that would have, could have, and should have happened in his life. 


And every time he walked in the room an image of a tiny new hand wrapped around his finger appeared in his 
mind. He gave the little plush elephant wearing a top-hat that was hanging from the mobile a gentle squeeze 


between his index finger and his thumb and stilled himself to control his emotions. 


He pushed the garment bag holding the wedding dress he still found so achingly stunning to the side and 
revealed a much-older and beat up cardboard box marked "Alex" on it and opened the top flaps. Inside Geddy 
kept photos, year books, movie and concert tickets, mini posters announcing shows for the band they started 
when they were younger, and any other memory of he and Alex that he had saved. 


"Could have been as good as Triumph at least" Geddy said with a snort as he placed one of their band flyers 
back in the box. He closed the lid again and bent at the knees, cursing his lower back and bad knee as he lifted 
the heavy box properly and took it out of the room. 


After hiding the box in the small tool shed in his backyard he walked into his bathroom, pealed his sweaty 
pajamas off and stepped into the steaming hot shower. He scrubbed his scalp a little more aggressively with 
his anti-dandruff shampoo, and put on more than three times the amount of moisturizing conditioner that 
anybody could ever need then exfoliated his face extra hard with his washcloth and apricot scrub, a leftover 
habit picked up from that gold digging slut of a bartender he dated in the late 10's. He squirted a small amount 
of body wash onto the washcloth set aside for his body, and unhappy with the amount, squirted more until 
the bottle started making a sputtering noise, indicating to Geddy that he was now out of body wash. 


"Shit." He mumbled. 


Furiously he scrubbed his body, making sure every inch had been thoroughly cleaned and scalded with hot 
water. When he was done scrubbing off his top layer of skin he shut the water off and set to drying himself. 


The clock in the bathroom read 3:30 pm. 


"Shit!" He said again. 


He hung his towel up to dry, put his deodorant on and walked to his room naked, leaving a trail of water 
droplets down the hallway from his still very wet hair. Opening his closet door he pulled out the one really nice 
piece of clothing he ever purchased for himself, a Canali suit from Harry Rosen for his wedding that he still 


held onto for special events. 


He took the pants out of the garment bag and laid them out on the bed, found a pair of black socks, his dress 
shoes, clean underwear, his nicest Morningside Market shirt and his only non-work tie of black silk with a white 


stripe down the center. 


He was thinking that it would be a bit fun to show off and rub it in Alex's face that he had a house of his 
own while Alex was almost 60 and looking for a room to rent. He thought it would be so smart to wear his 
ricest clothes in front of a person that made a living unclogging people's toilets, sinks, and drains of shit and 


hair and grease. 


He stuck his hands on his naked hips and contemplated his choice of outfit while pushing his tongue through his 
tooth gap. 


Something wasn't right. 
First off, if Alex did see him after this, he'd know that wasn't his real work uniform. 


Secondly, he hadn't even gone to work that day and giving the impression that he did would be dishonest. Geddy 
didn't always tell the full side of things but he was not dishonest. 


The clock on his nightstand read 3:40 pm. 


Quickly he scampered around, putting everything but his underwear back and settling on jeans and a rice black 
t-shirt. One thing he did have going for himself was his flat stomach and if Alex's father had been any 


indicator, hair and a flat stomach would be two things Alex would be missing about now. 


He tied up his dark grey Converse and ran back to the bathroom to apply his leave-in conditioner and brush 
his hair out, almost slipping on the hardwood due to the trail of water that had dripped from his hair on the 
way to the bedroom. 


"Are you fucking kidding me?!" He hollered, feeling as if so many things were quickly spinning out of control. 


He grabbed his towel from the rack in his bathroom and went back to clean up the mess. Why he got dressed 
before brushing and drying his hair was beyond him and as he was cleaning the floor he felt the water still in 
his hair soaking through the back of his shirt. He ran back into the bathroom and dried his hair with the dirty 
towel, applied his leave-in conditioner and brushed it into a ponytail before running back into his bedroom to 
change his shirt. 


"Just breathe” He said out loud to himself 
"Just breathe” 

He took his clear glasses off and put on the tortoise shell pair. 

The clock on his nightstand read 3:50 pm 

And Geddy felt like the most agonizing ten minutes of his life were about to begin 

He was amazed by the multitude of internal dialogue that went through his head while he waited for Alex 
What will he look Ike? 

Will he even know its me? 


Of course he's going to know its you, you idiot. You told hm your name was Gary and it says "Weinrib" right on 


your mail box. 
Oh 


Geddy thought of how to react. Part of him wanted to slap Alex the minute he opened the door and another 


part of him wanted to tell him he still loved him and would always love him and to please come back. 


Nowhere in Geddy's mind could he find the will to just act normal though he knew that was going to be the 
only thing he could do. 


The doorbell rang at 3:58 pm. 


Alex 


Alex finished up his last job for the day and loaded his toolbox into the back of his white Lifeson € Sons 
Plumbing Co. van, got into the driver's side seat and fished his reading glasses out of his shirt pocket. Next to 
him on the passenger seat sat the crumpled up Sunday Classified section of the Toronto Star, he skimmed 
though the mess of red circles and x's and located the address listed under the ad for the room he scheduled 


to view at 4 pm and punched it into his GPS. 


After about |5 minutes of driving he pulled onto the street as directed by his GPS and stopped in front of the 
house it told him should be the correct address. The home was beautiful, a modest bungalow with a grey 
stone facade, a front porch with two chairs, and a well-maintained garden and lawn with a hydrangea plants 
lining the walkway; however the ivy growing up alongside some of the walls hid the house number from view 
so Alex drove the van up a few feet further to where the mailbox stood near the end of the driveway. The 
number and the address matched. Alex froze as he took a second glance at the faded name spelled out in 


square black and gold stickers under the house number, Weinrib. 
"Geddy." 


Alex turned his head and looked straight ahead through the windshield, his knuckles turned white as he gripped 
his steering wheel slightly harder. 


Gary was Geddy. 


He pressed his head back into his seat and turned his eyes towards the roof of the vehicle. His first instinct 
was to put the van back into drive and to go back to Charlene's and his basement couch to continue his 


search. 
"Geddy, oh my God." 
"What to do? What to do?" He whispered to himself as his fingers began to tap on the steering wheel. 


That was the moment when Alex found out what it was like to hear nothing but one's blood pumping in one's 


ears. 


For years Alex had wondered about Geddy. He wondered where he was, and if he was happy. Somedays he'd get 
so preoccupied by being a father and a husband and a grandfather and would forget about Geddy for days 
only to have phases where Geddy would be all he'd think about and even dream about. Alex loved his children 
dearly and would not trade them for anything but what he would have killed for though, was to have been 


true to himself and have been born in a time where he was loved for who he was. 


But things weren't like modern times when he was a young man. 


And so, he did what he did, and for what he didn't know. Did he need to prove he was a man? Did he need 
affirm to himself if he was really gay, or not? 


Girls didn't get pregnant the first time. At least that's what his friends told him. 


He had plans. Plans for he and Geddy that weren't organized or thought out but involved them running away 


somewhere where they could be seen together, accepted, California maybe. 

Plans that were utterly destroyed when Charlene came to him, and his parents, with news of her pregnancy. 
He had to atone, he had to make it right, his parents hadn't gone though hell to come to Canada and have their 
son knocking girls up and leaving them. No, he was going to be a man about it and accept responsibility, that 
was the choice he was given. 

And so he did. 

He could still remember nearly every detail of the night he told Geddy.. 


He had made love to him first, on the cracked leather backseat of his car. 


He and Geddy had driven out to a secluded area out by the Don River Parkway. And if Alex concentrated hard 
enough he could still see Geddy in the passenger side and smell the Tarryton 00's that he smoked. 


Beautiful. 
There was no other word to describe Geddy. There was something so ethereal and sacred about him. 


Geddy didn't see it, others didn't see it, but Alex had no other words to describe the skinny vulnerable boy 
sitting next to him as he drove with him through the night. He could remember the brown corduroy pants and 


tight white shirt he wore and the way his thick, beautiful long hair framed his face under the light from the 


full moon. 

He remembered the way Geddy threw his head back and laughed at a stupid joke he had told him before 
reaching over to hold his hand, his nails painted black. In vivid detail Alex could remember Geddy's laugh, a 
rare, deep genuine laugh that the sad boy would only allow to escape once in awhile. 


Alex found a hidden pullout near the river and shut off the ignition. 


As soon as the engine stopped running, Geddy had maneuvered his skinny little body between Alex and the 


steering column and had his mouth on his. 


"| love you Lerxst. | love you so much. More than anything you idiot" He said between breathless kisses. 


‘| love you too, Dirk” 
Geddy smiled at him and bit his lip. 
"Backseat?" 


He didn't even have to ask. Alex exited through the driver's side door and got into the backseat while all Geddy 
had to do was slide over the front seat and into the back. 


That night, though it was too late, Alex was given confirmation of exactly who he was and knew exactly what 
he wanted. There was nothing sweeter in the world to him than the fragile boy in his arms, the one giving him 
kisses and tangling his fingers in his hair. 

Alex bore into Geddy with everything he had; every thrust, evey kiss, every tangle and breath and movement 
was choreographed to show Geddy that he was everything to him, that he loved him and would forever love 


him, that he was sorry and was begging for forgiveness for a sin against him that he had yet to confess. 


After completion he held Geddy in his arms as comfortably as one could in the backseat of a car and played 
with his hair while Geddy kissed his chest. 


"Dirk" 

"Lerxst." 

"| love you so much you know that?" 
"| love you too." 

"Dirk, | have to tell you something.” 


His last memory of Geddy that night was of his face and the way he looked when his mouth twisted in disgust 


and his brilliant green and hazel eyes turned dark with anger and tears. 


He screamed and cried and kicked the car door as hard as he could, then started to hit Alex's chest with his 
fists. 


"How COULD you?! You are such a FUCKING LIAR! | can't believe | believed you when you said | was beautiful 
and that you fucking loved me. If | was any of that to you you would have never fucked anybody else! You are 
such a piece of shit!" 


Three days later Geddy's brother called. Geddy was in the hospital. 


Alex vaguely remembered trudging up to the psychiatric ward, he vaguely remembered seeing his pale angel 


lying on the bed, his wrists restrained and wrapped up in bandages, skin even paler than usual and his long dark 
beautiful hair fanned from his face out on the pillow. 


"You, Alex, you get out” A voice said from the other side of the room. 

It was Geddy's mother. 

"But. 

"Go Alex, | know everything, Geddy left a letter. You are no good around him, leave: 


Had Alex been braver he would have stayed. Had he been a man he would have held Geddy until they came to 
drag him off of him. But he wasn't. 


He left the love of his life in that cold hospital room. 


And that was his last memory of Geday. 


One Room for Rent 
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He really wished he had changed his shirt. And he really wished he had taken a shower. He also wished he had 
cleaned up the stains leftover by the chili he had for lunch that were now leaving a brown-spotted 
constellation on his blue Lifeson ¢ Sons Plumbing Co. shirt. 


Oh well. 

Alex took his keys from the ignition, slowly exited the van, walked around the front of it and started up the 
driveway. Once past the mailbox he turned around and started to walk back to the van, keys at the ready to 
unlock the door, get back in, and leave. But as his thumb was about to depress the button to unlock the door 
he saw something in the faint reflection staring back at him in the driver's side window. 


Sadness. 


"Of course you're sad, you're old and fat and gross and bald and your wife doesn't want you anymore.” He said 
to his reflection. 


He knew that wasn't the truth. 

He knew why he was really sad. 

He shamefully bowed his head, turned away from his reflection and this time slowly walked up the cobbled 

walkway to the house. The garden and lawn, the facade, everything was so tidy, just like Geddy, and it spoke 
volumes about his personality. But then again, there was some small chance that the Gary Weinrib he had 

spoken to and was about to meet behind the black front door was somebody he had never met at all 


Alex gripped the railings and pulled himself up the three porch steps and to the front door. 


"Come on you've got this, you've been in worse situations." He mumbled to himself, but then again he wasn't so 


sure. 
He checked his watch, 3:58 pm, and rang the doorbell. 


Geddy stood in the hallway on the other side of the door, his hands both balled into a fist, his feet weighted to 


the runner in the hallway and feeling as if they were ensconced in cement. 

Slowly he advanced to the door and gripped the handle as he tiptoed up to the peephole. 

A tall, balding, and somewhat pudgy man in the last half of his middle-age stood at the door in a stained blue 
shirt that had "Lifeson € Sons" embroidered on one side and "Alex" on the other over a pocket that had a pair 


of reading glasses dangling from it. 


He was handsome, in a rugged working-class sort of way. There was no mistaking his bright blue eyes or the 


heart-shaped lips that had kissed Geddy's own thousands of times. 


Geddy bent his arm, pressed it above his head it on the door and rested his forehead against it, willing the 


oncoming tears to pass. 

"Oh Alex." He said quietly and slowly turned the doorknob. 

4:01 pm 

Alex was about to turn and leave when he heard the click of the lock and saw the door crack open. 

He stilled when Geddy opened the door. 

There he was. 

There was no mistaking the tilt of his eyes or the bright green and brown of his iris glimpsing over the 
frames of his glasses, nor his hair, which was shorter and pulled back right behind his shoulders in damp 
smooth curls and waves that made Alex think of dark liquid silver. His nose and ears of course, would have 
been a dead giveaway in any situation. His body had stayed in phenomenal shape, and though now more 
muscular than scrawny Alex still felt as if he could sweep him up into his arms and carry him around in his 
pocket all day. 

"Geddy." 

"Hi Lerxst" He said to him just like he used to when they were younger. 


"Ha, you recognize me? Wow, I'm impressed.” 


"You haven't changed that much." Geddy said with a wry smile. 


Alex let out a sigh of relief. 

"Well, wow, | uh." 

"Would you like to see the house?" 

"Sure" 

He stepped inside the hallway and Geddy closed the door behind him. 


"lIl give you the grand tour | s'pose, it shouldn't take more than 5 minutes to be honest, the house isn't very 


big." 


Geddy led Alex into the living room first, went into autopilot mode to avoid breaking down, and started in on his 
spiel. 


"So uh, here's the living room, and the only time | really watch the television is when | have a baseball game 


on or if | want to see a movie, otherwise it's all yours if you'd like." 


Alex looked around the tidy room, amazed by the entire wall lined with bookshelves. On the vintage fireplace 
mantel sat a few photographs and a baseball bat in a clear case. Geddy hadn't taken baseball so seriously when 
they were younger but he guessed by the size of the television screen that he said he mostly used for 


watching games, as well as the memorabilia, that it now had an important place in his life. 


They exited the living room and walked into the dining room and kitchen across the hallway. Geddy opened the 
refrigerator door and showed Alex where he had cleared off a shelf and space in the door for Alex to put his 
food, opened up an empty cupboard and then showed Alex a couple of empty shelves in the coat closet-sized 


pantry by the fridge. 


"You can use all of the cooking utensils, pots, and pans. We can share the dishes if you'd like, if you don't have 
a set of your own, | just ask that you clean up after yourself. | do most of the cleaning in the house myself 
but a housekeeper does come in once a month, if you'd like to add another $2500 to your rent she can clean 


your room and bathroom for you as well, that is, if you decide to take it" 

Alex was neither surprised nor shocked by Geddy's nonchalant attitude; he recognized that Geddy was in some 

sort of mini survival mode just like when he was younger, when he wanted to avoid something, or when he was 
trying to save himself from having a nervous breakdown. It was the way he walked, the way he controlled his 

motions, the way his voice stayed at one even monotone level when he spoke. 


He took Alex to the spare bedroom and let him look inside. When Alex opened the closet Geddy spoke up. 


"ll take all of those things out and move them to the basement if you decide on taking the room, I've just 


been using the closet as storage, for a little while." 
Alex lingered a moment and noticed the contents of the boxes as well as the mobile hanging up. 

"Hey Geddy, why is there baby stuff in here?" Alex asked 

‘Let me show you the bathroom, it's right out here." Geddy said and started to walk out of the room 


Alex followed him into a bathroom a few feet down the hallway past a coat closet. It really wasn't his business 
anymore to ask Geddy personal questions and it hadn't been for four decades, he didn't know what he was 


thinking. 


"So this will be your bathroom, if | have guests over here, they can use mine. There is one other very small 
bedroom through that door there". He said, pointing to a door on the other side of the bathroom. "I just use it 
as an office and keep a few odds and ends in there. Down the other door across the hallway from that one is 
the basement, it's finished but | don't really use it for anything, just some wine storage. | was never really 
able to figure out what to do with the space since I've lived here alone most of the time." He said with a sad 
smile. "Right now my dog Cygnus is down there with some toys. You can meet him later if you'd like. So! Lets 
go to the kitchen we can discuss a few more things if you are interested Can | get you something to drink?" 


"IIl take a water, thanks." 
Alex followed Geddy back into the kitchen and waited while Geddy retrieved two glasses from the cupboard and 


poured them both a glass of out of his sink filter. Geddy then walked over to the table in the dining room and 
took a small packet of papers and brought them to the island in the middle of the kitchen. 


"This is the rental agreement if you're interested, I'll just go ahead and highlight a few things for you. So far 
you're the only person that's shown any interest. I'll give it to you and you can let me know today or think 


things over if you'd like." 


Inside of himself Geddy was desperately hanging on to any hope that Alex would want to stay and live with him 


for whatever reason 
"This is a beautiful home Geddy, really, you've done well for yourself" 

"Thanks" He responded, barely above a whisper. 

Geddy popped off the top of the highlighter and started to mark certain areas on the contract: 

It was when he turned his right wrist a certain way that Alex saw it, the thin silvery pale line going from one 
end of his inner wrist to the other. Alex glanced over to Geddy's left wrist, which was resting near the top 


corner of the contract to help hold it while he was marking it, and caught a partial glimpse of the scar on his 


other arm. 


Without thinking, Alex placed his big hands over Geddy's and turned them over so that he could see the scars. 


He felt as if he had been punched in the stomach as the image of Geddy in the hospital came to the forefront 


of his mind. 
The highlighter fell out of Geddy's right hand and he froze. 
"Alex, don't, please.." 


"Geddy, | am sorry, | am so, so sorry.” 


Grace to Grace 
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Geddy fell out of his detachment from the situation the moment Alex touched him. 


"Alex, don't, please." He heard himself say as he was shocked back into reality by the feeling of Alex's big 


warm hands wrapping around his own so that he could what.. ogle his scars? 


Geddy bit his lip and inwardly cursed himself. In his dash to get ready he forgot to put his wristwatch and his 


bracelet on to cover them up. 
Alex turned Geddy's hands over with his and absentmindedly traced the scars with the pads of his thumbs. 
"Geddy | am sorry, | am so, so sorry.” 


He looked up to see Geddy's face darkening with an incredible sadness as he peered at him through his smoky 
tinted lenses. 


"You're sorry?" Geddy whispered, a question laced with indignation 
"Whatever are you sorry for, Alex?" 


"For this Geddy, l'm sorry you felt you had to do this. When | went to the hospital your mother told me about 


a letter that mentioned me, mentioned us." He said, still stroking the scars. 


Geddy forcefully yanked his wrists away from Alex's grip and slammed both of his palms down on the counter, 


ignoring the feeling of electrical current still coursing though him from Alex's touch. 


"Tell me something Alex. What neighborhood have you and Charlene been living in, raising your family in, and 


loving each other in all of this time?" 
"Mimico." 


"That's about a 20 minute drive from here, Alex. You're telling me you've lived 20 minutes away from me 
these last few decades and you only now come to apologize when you need a place to live, and it just so 
happens to be my house that you walk in to. Tell me, what other time would have been convenient for you to 


come and apologize had you not shown up at my house today?" 


"Geddy |" 


"Let me guess Alex. You were too busy raising your family with the girl you left me for after you promised 


me you'd always love me, and always stand by me, and always be with me no. matter. what" 
"Geddy stop! You don't understand!" 


"What is there to understand Alex?! Do you even know what life has been like for me? Losing you utterly 
destroyed me! And not only that, you didn't just break up with me you completely abandoned me and you knew 


you were all | had!" 
"Geddy, your family." 


"What about my family Alex? What about them? Yes | know my mother sent you away. What about YOUR 
family Alex? Seems to me you couldn't grow a pair to stand up to them and tell them you weren't going to 
marry Charlene. Either that or you somehow decided you were tired of lying to me about your feelings and 


you did what you really wanted to. 
Alex wanted to scream out to the world what he felt for Geddy and still felt but he tried to stay calm. 
"Hts not like that Geddy." 

"Maybe it's not like that for you Alex, but here what its like for me. Two lovers." 

"Ged. Please" 


"No, let me finish because I've needed to say this to you for a long, long time.. Two men, the first one, Ken 
was a slut like you were, and decided that | wasn't enough for him, so like you, he left me, found something 
better. After that | didn't know what to do, it took a long time. Finally, | met somebody else, John, but at this 
point I'm damaged goods and he gets tired of trying for six years, tired of my whining, and my tired of my 
sadness. So | say ‘fuck it, no more men, no more dates | can't take home to my mother, if | ever do fall for 


somebody again I'm going to pull an Alex and find a girl and start a family with her. 


And | did Alex, | found a beautiful, lovely, sweet, and smart young woman that | had no business being with. So 
to answer your question earlier that's why those things are in the closet, we wanted a family and that's what 
we were trying for and we got a bit ahead of ourselves there. But she's gone now too. She's gone because | 
hadn't forgiven you yet and | haven't exactly stopped loving you all of this time and | made it obvious to her. 
So there's my life in a nutshell Alex. And that, | think is what happens when we forget that we hold other 


people's hearts and have more responsibility for them than we realize that we do." 
Alex was not fond of being called a slut but it could have been worse he supposed. 


"Is it my turn now, please?" He asked with a disarming calmness that seeped into Geddy's bones. 


Geddy let out a deep breath and tried to still his nerves and his hands, which were now shaking on the 


counter. 


| love you Geddy. Always. | never lied about that. You were the only best friend | truly ever had and | was 
dishonest when | said I'd never leave you. But | never planned on what happened. The truth is, | was scared out 
of my mind. | was scared of my love for you, my feelings for you, they were so intense. But you're another 
man Ged. We knew what we were up against if we had stayed together. 


And | needed to know things. | needed to know for sure if what | felt for you was real and true, because we 
were going to lose everything and we knew it. Things weren't like they are now for two guys like us. So yeah 
Geddy, | slept with a girl that really liked me and had been chasing me and what happened, happened. 


She went to my parents before she even told me she was pregnant and there | was, coming home from work 
and the three of them are in the living room telling me | need to make it right, giving me a guilt trip. But the 
worst part is, when | was with her | knew it wasn't what | wanted, or who | was and had nothing but 100% 
certainty that you were the person | loved" 


Geddy just stared at Alex, his thin mouth set into a hard line. 

‘lm not going to say | regret my children. | love them with all of my heart. But | regret everything | ever did 
to hurt you and you have never been far from the back of my mind no matter how hard I've tried to forget 
things." 

Alex reached back over the counter and cupped his right hand over Geddy’s left. 

"40 years, that's over half a lifetime for some people Dirk. And I've spent all of that time wanting you to be 
happy and loved somewhere. | know that, after living more than half of our lives, we should be more than over 


each other by now. But | knew and | still know, and I've always known." 


Geddy bowed his head down and started to cry deep, heart-wrenching sobs. Alex held onto his hand and 


watched him for a moment. 
"Please Alex, just leave." Geddy said between sobs. 


Alex's shoulders fell in disappointment. Somewhere inside of him the young man he used to be was hoping for a 
different outcome. 


"Ged, no.." 


"Alex, yes. | am nearly sixty years old and the more | sit here and talk to you and listen to you the more 
pathetic | realize | am. | don't want to be like this Alex." 


Im pathetic too Geddy. | mean look at me, | get fatter and balder by the moment" He said with a small smile. 
"But maybe.. maybe we can, | don't know, help each other, talk about more when you're ready. | don't really 
know to be honest but.. You've got to give me a chance to try and earn your forgiveness. It means more to 


me than you realize..." 


"And then what Alex? Will it help you sleep better at night? No, you need to go. l'm not here to help you feel 
better about yourself” 


Alex's knowledge of Geddy's notorious stubbornness came to the forefront of his mind. It seemed Geddy had 
honed in the skill quite a bit in his later years. Alex knew when to back away. 


"Ged look, | know | have a lot to be sorry for. I'm sorry | cheated on you, I'm sorry | was an asshole, I'm sorry 
| broke your heart, I'm very, very, very sorry that you hurt yourself. Please understand | never thought 
you'd still even remember my name after all of these years. And after seeing you in the hospital, my angel 
lying there white as a ghost, | thought you would be better off without me." 

At that moment Cygnus started to bark in the basement and Geddy looked up at Alex with damp eyes. 


"That's my dog, he needs to go outside. | don't normally keep him down there but | wasn't sure how he'd react 


to you. You can let yourself out." 

Alex knew his last chance to do anything was coming up very quickly. 

"Here's what I'm going to do Ged." He started to say as Geddy turned his back to him and made his way out of 
the kitchen "I am taking this agreement and filling it out. It will be ready for you if you change your mind My 

number will be here on the counter for you to call me when, or if, you are ready." He said as he took a piece 

of paper from his pocket and wrote his number down 

Geddy kept walking down the hallway, not wanting Alex to see his tears as Alex made his way to the door. 

‘| still love you Dirk” 


And with that Alex walked out of the front door, agreement in hand, got into his van, and drove away. 


'| love you too, Lerxst:" 


The Deafening Silence 
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And so now we also have Geddy breaking up his routine a little bit.. 


After Alex left Geddy let Cygnus out to run around the backyard and went into the spare bedroom where he 
pulled out her wedding dress and laid it down on the bed as his tears started to fall again. Slowly he unzipped 
the zipper, took the dress out and hung it from the top of the closet door. He took out the lace and crystal 

veil that she had handmade in Scotland, hooked it on the back of the hanger, and stepped back. 


Covering his mouth to muffle his crying he took one last look at the ensemble and ran his fingertips over the 
lace in the front and then the line of buttons down the back. He imagined his lovely girl walking down the aisle 
carrying a bouquet full of her favorite flowers, hydrangeas, he imagined her in his arms dancing their first 
dance, beaming up at him with joy the way she always did; and he saw his hands painstakingly undoing each 


button, one at a time. 
He buried his nose in the front of the dress, trying to not wet it with his tears. 
‘I'm so sorry.” He said to her, wherever she was. 


Slowly in his mind he gave way to a vision of her. She was in a university classroom somewhere, trying her 
best to make her students passionate about history, a diamond band on her finger sparkled as he watched her 
write on the chalkboard. He conjured up a framed photo on her classroom desk of two beautiful children with 


her smile, and a handsome husband, much more deserving of her then he was. 
And that's how he decided he would remember her. 


Geddy took the garment bag from the bed, zipped it back up around the dress and veil, took it outside and laid 
it on the backseat of his car, then he opened the trunk door and brought the boxes of unassembled furniture 
for his unborn children out and placed them in the trunk, along with the mobile. He retrieved Cygnus from the 
backyard, put him in the front seat, and drove to the nearest Salvation Army on College Street. 


After saying goodbye to the only woman he had literally ever loved his stomach began to grumble, and though 
it was Thursday and not Friday and he knew they didn't serve pastrami like Pancer's, he called up Caplansky's a 
little ways down on College Street, which he had been meaning to try for years, asked for a brisket sandwich 
to-go, picked it up, and drove home. 


When he and Cygrus arrived to the house he collected the morning newspaper that was still in the driveway, 
retrieved the sports section, discarded the other sections, went into the dining room and sat down to eat while 


his companion sat patiently at his feet hoping for scraps. 
Dusk was settling in. 

Alone another night. 

And then certain things began to set in 


Like the quietness of the house, a silence broken only by the occasional sound of the refrigerator running, a 
creek or pop in the old wood, Cygnus's nails on the hardwood, the occasional car passing down the street, the 
distant bark of a neighbor's dog, the sometime metal "zing" from a softball making contact with a metal bat at 
the park down the street, and the constant ticking of the clocks in each room reminding him that time only 


moved in one direction. 


He stared into the darkening kitchen as daylight faded and played with two slices of pickle between his fingers 


over the yellow sandwich paper. 
"Alex, Alex, Alex." 


With an exasperated breath he stood up and put his sandwich wrapper, brown paper bag, and newspaper in the 
recycling bin, then deposited a few scraps of meat in Cygnus's bowl along with his regular food before going 
out to the tool shed for his wheelbarrow, gloves, rake, broom, dust pan, and shovel. 


He walked out to the front of his walkway and started to dig up the hydrangea bushes he had planted for her. 
He worked until dark came, then turned on his porch lights and continued his work until sweat ran down the 
side of his face, soaked his shirt, and dripped down his elbows. He worked until his hair became loose from his 
ponytail and the strands matted themselves to his forehead and his glasses fogged up. He worked until his 
neighbors turned their porch lights off, tucked their kids in and turned on their televisions for the nightly 


news. 
And when every last flower and bush and root had been dug up he made a small bouquet of the purple, green, 
blue, and pink flowers and placed them on the doorstep of the 10-year-old widow three doors down, walked 
back, threw the rest of the bushes into the garbage, and went back inside. 


The engagement ring she had left by the door on the her way out that final night would have to be dealt with 


later. 


He went inside to the kitchen and measured out his coffee for the morning, and unable to bear the silence of 
the house any longer, turned on the television and found that the Yankees and the Angels still had a game in 
progress on the West Coast. He turned up the volume, got into the shower and washed away the day, his toil, 
and his tears. And then he leaned his hands against the tile and let the warm water pour over his aching back. 


When he was done he walked into his bedroom, and after switching from his grey glasses to the clear pair, he 


took a look at himself in the mirror over his dresser. 


He stared into his own eyes, assessing what he saw inside. Sadness, emptiness, loneliness, the unnerving quiet 
that he tried to drown out with busyness, the insecurity lurking under his hooding eyelids. He saw an old man, 


a tired old man ensconcing a hurt, confused, and scared young man lost in an aging body. 

He bowed his head, looked away for a moment, let out a cleansing breath and then tried again 
His eyes. 

He thought about the two people that he had loved the most and that loved him back. 


Alex touching his face for the first time.. 
‘God Ged your eyes are so beautiful." 
Their first kiss. 


He was on his side in bed next fo her. 


"l hope our babies have your eyes." 


And then he took her for the second time that night 
His nose. 


Alex was upset. 
"Come in Ged just ignore what those fuckers say about your nose, it's part of who you are." 
Then he carried him up to his room and kissed every inch of his face. 


‘ love your nose." She told him and then she kissed the tp. 
‘Stop, don't look at it" 


o, Never, your profile is my favorite view. 
"Ne your profik y favorit : 
His mouth. 


Ged, will you let me kiss you again? Please? | know we said we'd stop after last time but | don’t want to." 
"Alex, we can't keep doing this, its wrong." 


"Please Dirk, | think about your Ips on mine all of the time.." 


"You have the best kisses Ive ever known." 
"You must have not kissed very many men." 


‘Stop. Now kiss me all over again" 


He remembered other things, like how sweet both lovers were to his body in their own way, the way she 
would kiss and nuzzle his chest, burying her nose deep in the cottony hair and pressing deep, slow, and heated 
kisses on his skin as she painstakingly worked her way further down And the way Alex would sit on the chair 
in his bedroom and slowly lower him onto his lap, wrapping his arms around him as they slowly joined their 


bodies. 


Maybe, just maybe he shouldn't hate himself as much as he did At one time, two people he thought were 


beautiful had loved him and adored him as if he were the only person in the universe. 
He decided he'd save reflecting on his inner self for another night. 


He walked to the bathroom, put his towel up to dry, gave Cygnus his rawhide, brushed and flossed his own 


teeth, opened his bedroom window to let the breeze in, set his alarm for 5 am, and went to sleep. 


Akin to Failure 
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Geddy's alarm woke him at 5:00 am on Friday morning. He opened his blurry eyes and stared at the red digital 
numbers on the clock while his consciousness swam its way through the hazy fog of morning and his heart 


began to pound in conjunction with a hollow feeling that was seeping into his chest. 

A heaviness fell on him that felt like a dark inky hand had reached through his skin and into his soul. 
Alex. 

The empty closet. 

Her hydrangeas. 

Memories of the previous day flashed through his mind that he hoped were just dreams. 

And then the realization came that they were not. 

"Oh." He said to himself and turned over onto his back. 

An ache traveled through his body; down his back and neck, down his thighs and calves and through his 
shoulders. He rested his left hand on his stomach right below his rib cage where inside he felt his emotions 
churning and twisting, making it harder to breathe 

He reminded himself he had to go to work. 

Work would be good. 


Work would distract. 


He'd go sit in his organized office and lead an organized day in his organized store and then he'd go to his 


mother's house for Shabbat. 


At 5:55 am the smell of coffee starting to brew filled the house. He arose, put his glasses on, dressed himself 
in the robe hanging on the back of his bedroom door, took Cygnus outside and then he retrieved the paper. 


Turning to walk back inside the house the sight of his now flowerless walkway hit him like a blow to the 
stomach. 


Soon, if he gave up her ring, he'd have absolutely nothing left of her. And if he didn't contact Alex again the 


only reminders of him he'd have left were sitting in a box in his tool shed. 
And the inky blackness latched itself further inside of him. 


Back in the house he poured his first cup of coffee and went to his pantry to choose his morning cereal. It 
took a moment for him to notice the piece of notepad paper that Alex had left on the kitchen island with his 
phone number until he saw the little white edge peeking out from under his cereal bowl as he poured his 
almond milk. Alex's writing had not changed much, it was almost identical to the scrawl Geddy remembered on 


secret love notes, year-books, and Alex's homework. 
The dark cloud spread further; numbing, calming, and dulling all of his emotions. 


Geddy left the piece of paper on the counter and walked to the dining room table. He did not open his 
newspaper, baseball seemed so unimportant at the moment. 


On the drive to work he allowed himself distraction. He thought about the things he would need to catch up on 
from missing a day at the office and once he arrived he made sure to check in with Mike, his supervisor, to 


apologize for missing a day and to let him know he was back, then he walked into his office and closed the door 


behind him. 


He reviewed inventory orders for each department, approved them or sent them back to department 
managers for revision, went over vacation requests and employee till logs until his lunchtime arrived at II:30 
am then he stood up, stretched, and went down to the deli department to order wild mushroom pasta, one of 
his favorites. He said hello and made small talk with a few of his employees but once the conversations started 
to feel too forced he made his way up to the front to pay for his lunch before going back up to his office and 
locking the door. 


Geddy didn't know it but most of his employees thought him a terribly nice and kind man, some would even 
describe him as sweet from their interactions though most of the time he stayed in his office and kept to 
himself. People saw him as soft-spoken and flexible, generous and easy-going, and they always commented to 
Mike about how much they enjoyed working with him. Throughout the years he had been given various awards 
and recognition, all of which he politely accepted but was never phased by. 


He let out a deep sigh as the dark inky tentacles wound their way around his heart and lungs. 
He sat his lunch down on his desk, turned his computer monitor and radio off and the gentle buzz from the 


fluorescent lights over his head filled the room. Outside he could hear the laughter and conversation of his 
employees on their lunch breaks wafting down the hallway. 


He stared at the wall and tapped his fingers on his desk, his lunch steaming in its plastic container in front of 
him. 


He pushed it to the side. 

The darkness that had been plaguing him since morning wrapped itself around his gut and made it hard to think 
of eating. He mindlessly opened up his desk drawer where a shiny gleam flashed in the corner of his eye from 
a pair of heavy stainless steel scissors that he rarely used. 

He took them out and opened them up, staring blankly without thinking as the blackness traveled up into his 
eyes, blurring his peripheral vision. He pressed the tip of one of the blades into the pad of his right index 
finger and turned it until it punctured him and a red drop trickled out into his porcelain white skin. He barely 


even flinched. 


And then he rolled up his shirt sleeves, removed his bracelet and watch, and the inky darkness began to 


whisper to him. 
"Just do it, make another little cut, two more marks to match the others, you can have a matching set. You'll 
feel something again. And then you can sleep when it's all over. You'll never have to think about any of the 


things that hurt you ever again" 


The black fog rolled in even further until his eyes saw nothing but the shine of the blade against his skin and 
parts of his life played before him. 


Getting off of the school bus and running for his life to avoid another daily beating 
Hs father's death 

Alex kissing him. 

The taste of Alex's cigarettes on his tongue. 

Sweaty, sticky young skin, desire and passion and want. 

‘love you Geddy, forever." 

' love you too Alex, always." 

Alex, gone. 


And the he remembered the first time the darkness set in when he was young, blurring his vision and clouding 


his mind until he couldn't bear the way it grabbed his heart right in his chest and squeezed it until he felt like 


it was exploding and he couldn't breathe. 

"You failed last time, why not get something right this time Gary?" 

And so he pressed the blade against his skin as sweat started to bead on his temples. 

"Alex was a failure. That's right, he left you To be normal and accepted, to start a family and be a father. 
Being with you wasn't worth the trouble. Your second partner, a failure. He tired of you and found something 
better. Your third partner got sick of your pathetic whining, Gary. He got tired of hearing you complain about 
yourself. Your fourth partner, wow, you couldn't even try to be normal with her could you? Look at what you 
lost because you still wanted to be a fairy. You're such a disappointment to your family. All your parents ever 
wanted was to see you with a nice girl and a nice family and you couldn't even give that to them after all 


they've gone through." 


Slowly he pressed the blade into his flesh and started to draw it across as his body temperature went hot and 
cold at the same time, fully consumed by the darkness. 


Then through the fog he heard the metallic echo of his office phone ringing, and ringing, and he stilled what he 


was doing. 


He dropped the scissors and looked around the room as his consciousness tried to fight its way back through 


the webbed haze that had consumed him and the dark tentacles retreated back. 

By the grace of automatic reflex he reached out and picked up the phone. 

"Hello?" He whispered. 

"Geddy?" 

"Hi Mama." 

"Geddy, | try to call you two times now, Mike said you were in your office, why did you not pick up?" 
"Sorry, Mama, | was on my lunch break" 

"Well, don't get too full I'm making dinner and Allan isn't coming with his family tonight so more for us OK?" 
"OK Mama." 

"Geddy are you ok? You'd tell me if something is wrong wouldn't you? You sound so sad." 


"l'm OK" 


"Dont forget the Challah 
"| won't! 

"I love you baby" 

"I love you too" 
"Goodbye 

Bye" 


Geddy hung up the phone as his stinging wrist started to call for attention. The line he had started to cut was 


just a few centimeters away from his radial artery. 
"You complete fucking idiot." He said to himself. 


After dressing his wrist he buttoned up his shirt, put his watch and bracelet back on, walked out of his office, 
told Mike he still didn't feel good, picked up the Challah from the bakery, and left work for the day. 


Eleven 
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The days began to fade again into one another and Geddy's heart quieted and so did his mind. He sank back into 
his monochromatic world and regained his composure and sense of routine. After he pushed the dark fog back 
into the deep recesses of his mind he was able to further disassociate himself from the aching emptiness of 


his home, the creaking and popping of the wood, and the ticking of the clocks. 


He kept himself busy with work, staying longer most days than he really needed to, taking longer walks with 
Cygnus, discovering jazz and new wines, and fixing things around the house that were not really broken 
Another one of the only pleasures in life were his books, of which he would keep three to five piled up on his 
nightstand. He'd read them to get through the endless hours he spent alone as the world went about its 
business outside; and underneath the stack of books sat the rental application that Alex had slipped under his 
doormat with a handwritten note paper clipped to the top. 


"Geddy, please consider this. It would mean the world to me if you did. 
-Alex" 


The bottom of the pages were frayed and sliced by evenly spaced cuts after the application almost met its 
end in the shredder in Geddy's small office. That is, until his hypersensitive nose caught a whiff of Alex's scent 
- a mix of sweat and aftershave - lightly gracing the pages, and so he gripped both edges of the papers to 


save them from their fate through the metal teeth of the shredder before he placed it on his nightstand 
where his current stack of to-read books kept it weighed down and partially hidden. 


His 60th birthday came and passed without much fanfare with his mother, brother, and sister taking him out 
to dinner and presenting him with Blue Jays tickets and gift cards to Chapters Bookstore. 


But it was what his mother did and said to him when he walked her to her door that night that had the most 
lasting effect. 


She cupped his face with both of her hands and looked up at him 

"My baby, sixty’ 

He put his hands on top of hers. 

"Im getting old, Mama" He said with a small smile. 

She gazed up at him with a sad look on her face. 

"Geddy, listen to me. It goes by too fast, this life, and you are in the last half. Please enough of this, enough 
being sad. | don't care who you love or how you live your life, just be happy. That's what | want for you the 
most" 

And with that she pulled him down to her tiny form and kissed him on the forehead 

"I love you baby. 

"| love you too mana" 

‘Listen to me Geddy" 

"lll try mama 

"Geddy, I'm not asking you. Before you know it, its all over 


“Ok” 


His mother stood and watched him get in his station wagon and drive away. He thought she may have been 
crying but couldn't be sure and probably couldn't handle it if she were so he continued driving home. 


He knew he was a disappointment. Not that he had failed his family but they were disappointed watching him 
fail himself. Geddy felt he was always just teetering on the border of a happiness he could never quite grasp. 


Weeks went by and the nights cooled down Alex's scent faded from the pages by Geddy's bed, and though he 
tried his best to block it out, the sounds of the clocks ticking in his quiet house still lingered in the background. 
When baseball season ended in the late fall and the bone aching cold started to creep in, that's when his 


loneliness hit him the most. 


Something about being on the other side of 60 had changed him. His hair gained even more silver and the lines 
in his once smooth porcelain skin became a little bit deeper. He watched the tops of his hands and arms start 
to freckle with age spots and his belly and sides start to soften up and gently slope over his waistband. But it 
was the internal panic that frightened him the most. Dying alone. Missing holding another person. The emptiness 
on the other side of the bed. Loneliness was not something Geddy had just settled into, it was something he 
felt forced into. 


He had taken to pacing. Pacing the hallway, the kitchen, the living room, taking Cygnus out for even longer 


walks. 

Alex still remained on the outer line of his prepherial vision, waiting.. 

It had been five months. 

And so one night, after putting on his flannel pajamas, he sat on the edge of the bed and ran his fingertips 
along the frayed edges of Alex's application, let out a painfully exasperated breath, and pulled the application 
out from under his stack of books. 

He rested it on his lap to just study it, to absorb the way Alex wrote on the lines, the messy blue ink and 
what Geddy swore were a couple of grease stains. He turned the pages as they rested on his flannel covered 
knees and then held the application on each side with his hands, his head bowed and long hair curtaining his 


face. 


"Here goes nothing." He said to himself and picked up the phone on his nightstand and reluctantly dialed Alex's 
number with a slightly shaky finger. 


As the phone began to ring he lost his nerve and slammed the receiver back down on the cradle. 
‘idiot, why would you even think about doing that?" 

Twenty seconds later the phone rang.. 

"H-h-ello?" 

"Geddy?" 

"Hi.. Hi Alex." 

"Did you call me?" 

"Yeah but it was an accident.. Wrong number, sorry." 


He bit his lip and started to hang up the phone and then he heard Alex's voice. 


"Geddy wait! Please!" 

He held the receiver in mid air until hesitantly putting it back up to his ear. 

"Yeah?" 

"Hey umm, how are you doing? Are things ok? | left the application but never heard back from you." 
"Yeah, lim OK" 

"Things are going well?" 

"As well as they can | suppose." 

"Great! Well | uh, found my own place, a little one bedroom. Its not too far from where you are." 
"Oh..." 

"Hey Geddy?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Would you like to meet me for some coffee, or a drink or something?" 

Geddy's breath caught and though time continuted its ascent onward, he froze momentarily. 
"Still there Geddy?" 

"Huh? Yeah, | uh." 


"Hey, you know its OK. | guess | understand if you don't want to. | just, it would be nice if.. | have some things 
I'd like to say to you, but we don't have to talk about the past. ltd just sure be nice to see you." 


"Yeah, Id like that Alex: 

"You would?" Alex asked, sounding surprised 
"Yeah sure, why not?" 

"Great! What works for you?" 


"l'm off work Thursday and Friday this week. Those days usually work the best for me." 


‘lm off Friday too. So how about we meet up on Thursday? That way we don't have to worry about if we 
stay up too late or not." He said with a nervous laugh. "How about Miller Tavern? | can pick you up around 


6:30." 


Geddy sat and twisted the phone cord around his finger. Miller Tavern was not the sort of place two guys just 
went to so that they could chat over a beer. It was starting to sound more like a date. 


"Yeah lke anybody wants to take your pale sorry old ass out on a date." His internal voice said with a snort. 
"Sounds good" Geddy heard himself say. 

"Alright Geddy, see you then. Let me know if anything changes alright?" 

"Will do." 

"Have a good night, Dirk" 

"You too." 


Geddy put the phone down and pressed his hands on the edges of the bed and tears started to trickle onto his 
pajama bottoms, wetting the flannel and soaking through to his skin. 


He brought his fingertips up to his lips and started to tap them on his mouth while his brain flipped though 


thoughts, images, and memories of his past with Alex. 


"Alex" He said to his empty bedroom and got under the covers to go to sleep. 


A Ghost of a Chance 
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Geddy Lifeson begins each day of his life at approximately 1:00 am. It will be from the gentle hum of Alex's 
deep sleeping breath or the gentle pawing of Cygnus on the side of the mattress, prompting his owner to pick 
up him and place him in the middle of the two humans under the warm mountain of blankets and sheets that 
wakes him. And then the sun will creep in between the cracks of the closed blinds and curtains, gently 
awakening the slumbering Alex who will then place his large hand on the furry belly of the sleepy and content 
creature nestled between his two dads. Geddy will wait patiently as his pup gets situated next to Alex's big 
warm belly before Alex's free arm wraps around his shoulders and he feels Alex's lips pressing themselves 


into the tangled mess of silver and charcoal curls on his head. 


Upon waking he will pause for a moment to inhale the fragrance of the 6 cups of coffee that began brewing in 
the kitchen at 1:05 am, and if it is not too cold, he will put on his old training pants, t-shirt and running shoes 
on, stretch in the living room and then take the aging Cygnus for a short walk around the block. Upon 
returning to his house he will pick up his copy of the Toronto Star from the driveway and set aside the 


section containing the Suduko and crossword puzzles on Alex's place at the dining table. 


After feeding Cygnus breakfast Geddy will be greeted by the sight of Alex's robe-covered backside preparing a 
breakfast that may consist of oatmeal or an omelet with fresh vegetables and rosemary potatoes, and a mix 
of fruit; or if it is on the weekend Geddy may find himself presented with a stack of pancakes or a Belgian 
waffle with a whipped cream smiley face and pure Canadian maple syrup that has helped his waistline expand 
by just a few more inches. While Alex busies himself at the stove Geddy will set the table, pour their coffee 
and juice, and make sure they each have their men's 50+ multiple vitamin Upon sitting down Alex will clasp 
Geddy's hand and say a brief prayer - a tradition left over from his last marriage - to bless the meal before 
they each set to eating and reading their respective sections of the Star. 


Once breakfast is over Geddy will let out an exasperated breath as he watches Alex place their dirty un- 
rinsed dishes in the sink as he pushes down the urge to control every single situation and allow himself the 


distraction of admiring the bright blue eyes of the tall rumpled blonde holding out his hand before him. 
"We stink, let's take a shower." Alex will say to Geddy, or something equally funny along those lines. 


And so Geddy will place his hand in Alex's and off they will go to the bathroom where Alex will peel off 
Geddy's sweaty clothes and throw them on the floor - not the hamper - and Alex will remove his robe and 
follow the love of his life into the warmth of the shower where he will use a gentle dandruff shampoo, and 


moisturizing conditioner on Geddy's hair. 
They are both semi-retired now and have all the time in the world. 


After they both exfoliate their faces, wash each other's bodies, and get out to dry they will each shave and 
brush their teeth in their newly renovated and expanded bathroom with double sinks and vanities. And 
sometimes, Alex will stand behind Geddy, wrap his arms around him, look at him through their reflection and 
Geddy won't mind looking at himself as much as he used to. After their morning ritual is finished they will go 
to the bedroom to dress and Geddy will place the clear pair of glasses - which Alex favors the most - over 
his eyes. He will then return to the bathroom to place his sweaty clothes in the hamper and to hang up Alex's 
towel, which is always left on the floor. 


If Geddy is working during the week, instead of going to an office at the market he will go to his home office 
and turn on his work appointed laptop. He will review inventory orders, approve time cards, and go over proofs 
for Morningside Market's weekly mailer with sales and specials as well as send an e-mail checking in with 
Brandon, the new full-time store supervisor. Afterwards he will sit and research new wines that he can order 
in his new position as head of the wine departments for both Morningside Market locations. Alex will join him 
on the other side of the desk where he will perform mostly paperwork, inventory, and customer follow-up for 


Lifeson € Sons Plumbing Co. which his sons have since taken over the day-to-day running of. 


If it is Friday, Alex will pop into the kitchen and finish preparing the Challah that he and Geddy will take over to 
Geddy's mother's house for Shabbat. And if it is a Friday during non-winter months they will gather up 
flowers from the gardens they designed and landscaped together in the backyard and take a bouquet to 
Geddy's mother along with some of the fruits and vegetables that they grow and tend to together. 


After Shabbat with Geddy's mother they pack themselves back into Geddy's Golf Wagon or Alex's Mercedes 
GLK, full of leftovers from dinner, and will drive to Charlene's house where Alex's grandsons will be waiting 
impatiently for their two grandfathers to come and take them for the weekend and for two days Geddy will 
forget to worry about if the dishes are rinsed or not before they are placed into the sink or taking the trash 
out. And if he steps on a stray lego on the floor of the basement which he had converted into a playroom, he 
will smile instead of getting upset and, depending on the season, fill his weekends with trips to the park or 
swimming pool, building snowmen, creating mountains of crisp red leaves for the boys to jump into, or teaching 


them about baseball during games at Rogers Centre. 


If it is Monday he and Alex will clean the house together, taking care to dust the frames of all of the 
photographs of family that now fill the house, photos from their wedding day and honeymoon in the vineyards 
of France, photos of children and grandchildren, brothers and sisters, parents, nieces and nephews, and an old 
framed poster advertising the band they once tried to start in high school. 


However on most nights during the week they sit and enjoy each other and a bottle of a more expensive wine 
from the new cellar in the basement that Geddy would have never purchased for himself when he was alone. 
Geddy will cook one of the more elaborate meals he always wanted to try while Alex sits on the couch with a 
book and listens to the nightly news on the television, with Cygnus bundled up next to his thigh. Some rights 
they will go out on a date to a nice restaurant or out to listen to live music at a downtown Toronto club, 
making up for 40-years of lost time. And when their tired old creaky bodies allow for it, Alex carries Geddy to 
their bedroom, lays him down, and kisses every single inch of him with his heart-shaped lips, amongst other 
things. 


And then Geddy goes to sleep. 


Happy. 


